TheTragedie 

Would temptvntoa clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whofc humble meancs match not his haoghtic mindc, 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord,is TirrcII. 

Kmg. Goe call him hither prefentjy. 

Thedeepe reuoluing witcic Buckingham, 

No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath hefo long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for breath ? 

Ente Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ! 

Bar. My Lord, I hearcthe Marque tfcDorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King. Catcsby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fu ke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping dole : 

Enquire me opt fomc mcane bot ne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolifh,andi fearenothim : 

Lookc how thou dream ft : 1 fay againc,giue out 
That Anne my wife is licke and like to die. 

About it, for it Hands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofc growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter, 

Or «lfe my kingdomc (lands on brittle glaite, 

Murthcr her brothers, and then marry her, 
Vncertaincway ofgaine,butI am in 
So farre in blood, that fin pluckc on fin, 

Tcare falling pittie dwcls not in this eye, 

EnterTirrel. 

Is thy nameTirrell* 

Tir. lames T irrel,and yourmoft obedient fubieft. 
King. Art thou indeed? 


of Richard the third. 

Tir prouc me my gracious faueraigne. 

Ktn thou refolueto kill a friend of mine? 

~ r '[ m v Lord, but I had rather kill two'deepe enemies. 
K ’ there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my red, and my fweete fleepesdifturbs, 

Are they that t would bauc thee dealc vpon: 

Tirrel, /mcane thofe ba (lards in the Tower.- v 
Tir, Let me hauc open meanes to come to them, 

And (oone /lerid you from the feare of them. 

Cm. Thou fingft fweete muficke. Come hither Tirnlk 
Go byVhat token, rife and lend thine eare. He whijpers in his 

Tis no more but Co, fay it is done ( eare. 

And I will loue thee, and prefere thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we heare from thee Tirrel , ere we fleepc? 

Enter Buckingham. 

Tir. Ye (ball my Lord. 

Bhc. My Lord, /haue con fidcred in my mind, 
Thelatedemaundtbatyoudid (bund mein. 

King, Well, let that Patfe , Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buc. /hearc that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly he is yourwiues fonne; f^el looke too it. 

Buc. My Lord , /claime your gift, my due by promife, 

For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

7"hc Earlcdomc ofHerford and the moueablcs, 

The which you promifed /(hould polTelfe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if (he conucy 
Letters to Richmond you (hall anfwcic it. 

Buc. What fayes your highnclfe to my iuft demaund? 

Kmg. As I remember, Hen>y the Oxc 
Did prophefiethat Richmond fliould be king, 

^hcnRichmond was a little peeuifli boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 

H.iue told me, /being bv, that /fhoutJ kill him. 

Buck My Lord,your promife tor rhe Earldome. 

ATwff. Richmond, when lad [ was at Exeter, 

TncMiiorin curtcfib (lie wed me the Cafti.% 



